Josephine Gives a Dinner-Party
coils; a bandeau of brilliants on her brow; also a little
touch of rouge, which she had scorned for years, to hide
the pallid olive.
From time to time she glanced at her husband in faint
disapproval, not that his manners were at fault, for he
was the acme of polished courtesy, nor that he was get-
ting so stout that the red coat had to be let out that
afternoon. Stoutness cannot matter when a man has so
noble a head and is the lord of all the world. Besides,
after twelve years of married life a woman does not worry
so much about her husband's figure. She only asks that
the spirit be harmonious. But his was not; he seemed
strange, growing away from her. However, no one ob-
served the shadows of these reflections. The glances were
covertly slipped in between her radiant smiles and soft
sallies to right and left.
To the king over the turbot: "You should have seen
that last hunt at Fontainebleau." And so enchantingly
did she describe it that one could almost hear the holloa
of the horns winding through the green tapestry of
Francis Fs forests.
Again: "You must meet our Gretry. That last minuet
of his haunts one." "Ah! yes. It goes like this, n*est-ce
pas?" But saints! was the man going to sing, fork in hand
and full of turbot, keeping time? Were these the man-
ners of Madrid?
And now left—to the queen—over some dainty in
aspic: "Your daughter looks quite like her father about
the eyes, but like you, I think, in the mouth and chin—
let me see.". . . Heavens! what an ill-fitting set of teeth
she shows as she attacks that aspic. And a complexion
like pot age des pommesJ She's worse than the washwoman
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